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To the Moſt Noble 


PHILIP Earl of Cheſterfield. 


| ET other Bards another Subject chuſe, 
. Prophane the Bays, and proſtitute their Muſe; 


To Vice ſuch Mercenaries give Applauſe, 
Rebel, and ſpurn at Virtucs ſacred Laws: 

In odious Colours repreſent the Saint, 

And ftrive with Luftre the foul Fiend to paint. 
Such ſervile Tools, to Mankind a Diſgrace, 


On wicked Stateſmen fawn, but fawn with aukward Grace. 
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A Bard, not venal, to your Lordſhip ſues, 
Accept the grateful Tribute of his Mule ; 
Cou'd he like Maro, or like Flaccus write, 
As high as theirs ſhou'd be his Muſe's Flight: 
Sublimeſt Numbers ſhou'd adorn his Lays, 
Sublimeſt Numbers beſt become your Praiſe. 
New Life the Mantuan to Aineas gives, 
And by Rome's Poet great Mrucenas lives. 
Tho' low and humble are my Muſe's Strains 
Of Thought, impair'd, the poor and laſt Remains, 
In Fame's great Book, Your Name enroll'd ſhall be, 
And read, with Joy, by late Poſterity. 


An Addiſon, or Pope, your Praiſe ſhow'd ſing, 
And their Song make Europa's Confines ring ; 
In flowing Numbers, lofty as their Theme, 
Thro' ev'ry diſtant Nation ſpread your Fame. 


When Holland hears the noble Stand you made, 
For Britain's Liberty, and BriTain's Trade, 
Firmly reſolving, for your Country's Good, 

To periſh, or repel the threat'ning Flood; 
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TS 
A Flood that wou'd at once our Rights abſorb, 
And deluge all Britannia's ſpacious Orb. 
Holland again will with to ſee you there, 


Your Pow'r admire, and your great Name revere, 


Perſuaſive Eloquence adorns your Tongue, 
And Wonders works, as Orpheus, when he ſung ; 
Gen'rous your Heart, and lib'ral is your Hand, 


As the fam'd Greeks, who did the World command. 


But how ſhall I, who want poetick Flame, 

In ſhining Numbers ſing the Patriot's Name! 
Patriot ! there's ſomething ſacred in the Word, 
Which meagre Envy, Light'ning, nor the Sword - 
Can cer deſtroy ; the Patriot's Fame ſhall laſt 


Till Time's great Period ſhall itſelf be paſt. 


When Virtue and Nobility unite, 
With well-pleas'd Eyes we view the glorious Sight : 
Their radiant Beams diftus'd, attract Deſire, 
With joyful Hearts we own their heav'nly Fire: 
And when, with double Luſtre thus they ſhine 


With Juſtice we confeſs their Race divine. 
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Theſe Virtues, CHESTERFIELD, aſcrib'd to you, 


Your Meri claims, they are the PaTrtoT's Due: 
But ſay, what's Honour? a mere emply Name, 

If Virtue don't affix the Seal of Fame; 

An airy Gewgaw, and a worthleſs Man 

(If we impartially his Actions ſcan) 

No more to Honour has a juſt Pretence 


Than Lunaticks can ſhew to common Senſe. 


We read, my Lord, Hiſtorians ſo relate, 
A Fidler made a Miniſter of State; 
And is it not a Shame, a grand Reproach, 
When Princes ſhall Nobility debauch 
By granting Honours to the Sons of Earth, 
And yet omit the Man of Worth and Birth? 
Ancient Nobility's a King's beſt Guard, 
His Safety they conſult, without Reward ; 


But Uyſtart Favourites to Poſts aſpire, 


Wealth is their Aim, and Tules their Deſpre. 


When Stateſmen ſhall uſurp a lawleſs Pow'r. 
Cramp Traffick, and th' induftrious Poor devour, 
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Batt'ning in Eaſe, and rioting in Wealth, 

By Fraud procur'd, or elſe obtain'd by Stealth ; 
Tho” they attract a while their Prince's Ear, 
Bribe ſome with Penſions, others awe by Fear; 
An 1njur'd Nation may for Juſtice ſue, 


And give the Ax and Halter what's. their Due. 


With arbitrary Power Sejanus ſway'd 
The Miſtreſs of the World, and Rome obey'd ; 
Prime Miniſter he was, and at his Nod 
The People bow'd, and worſhipp'd him a God : 
Each Place, each Poſt, were under his Command, 
And himſelf chief of the Prætorian Band. 
His Maſter's Weakneſs this vile Wretch traduc'd, 
And all his Royal Favours he abus'd : 
At laſt Tiberius took the grand Alarm, 
Rous'd from his Lethargy, and broke the Charm, 
This very Minion, this fo potent Man, 
(Ere his diurnal Courſe the Sun had ran) 
Of all his Honours, Wealth, and Pow'r bereft, 
Had not one ſolitary Drachma left, 
So very poor! (ſuch be each Villain's Lot,) 
He loſt his Fee, who fix'd the fatal Knot. 
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Ladders, by which vile Stateſmen climb o'er all, 


Serve but to make more ſcandalous their Fall. 


As, when young Ammon, with Ambition fir'd, 


To conquer Greece, and all the World, aſpir'd, 
And Athens trembled with a pannick Fear, 

To ſee him and his Troops, approach fo near; 
Phocion ſtept forward, and addreſs'd the Chref, 
His Eloquence proſcrib'd th Athenian's Grief. 

So You, my Lord, the Pbocion of our Age, 

In Britains Cauſe did gloriouſly engage : 

Each Heart with Srrow preſs'd, You Joyous made, 
Reviv'd our Liberty, and ſav'd our Trade. 
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